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Even now he knows not how of Unity it sings the tale,

Ne'er shall the self-centred preacher understand the flute's sweet lay.*

Knew not I how it was plaining of the bitterness of fate;
Once I held the weeping guigle of the wine for laughter gay.

Wine doth yield relief against the bitterness of fortune's cold;
Yea, the blazing fire subdues the rigour of December's sway.

Weeping makes Nevrcs to tell the stars all night till morning dawn;
Fiiends, declare his plight, for Allah's sake, unto his love, I pray.

Ghazel. [382]

No rose a rose, no garth a garth doth seem to be withouten thee;
But lone and drear were Eden's self, O love, to me withouten thee.

Dismay my fere and comrade dear, and dole my labour morn and eve;
With burning sighs is filled my hcait, with teais mine e'e withouten thce.

My life and soul have bade farewell and parted from my fiame at last;
O love, my deaiest friends as alien folk I see withouten thee.

0  how should I upon the garden of another's visage look?
Mine eyelashes are muial spikes, O darling free, withouten thce. 2

Come nigh his pillow once, though it be only in a dream, O coy;
For sick doth hapless Nevrcs lie and anguish dree withouten thee.

The terkib-bend, all of which, with the exception of the
first and last stanzas, is translated below, is the most prom-
inent of the poems in which Ncvres bewails his exile. The
distracted state of his mind is evidenced by his now up-
braiding his beloved for neglecting him and now endeavouring

1  The  iccd-flutc  of the  Mevlevf  older of dervishes, typical of the mystic
and his visions and aspirations, incomprehensible to the common herd.

2  There  is heic, apparently, a reminiscence of the following Persian verse
by Shevktit of Bukhara: